A MIDSUMMER NIGHT 'S DREAM           m

with thick primrose beds, and its springtime outrivaJled that of
Theocritus in greenery: the song of the lark in the season when
wheat is green and hawthorn buds appear, roused English
vilkges betimes to do observances to the month of May. The
fields are asparkle with the dewdrop's liquid pearl: the woods
are lighted with the fiery glow-worm's eyes. Morning has
mountain top and western valley filled with music of the
hounds,

So flew'd, so sanded, and their heads are hung
With ears that sweep away the morning dew:
Crock-knee'd and dew-lapp'd like Thessalian bulls;
Slow in pursuit, but match d in mouth like bells,
Each under each, A cry more tunable
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn,
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly.

Its skies are swept with flight of wild geese, startled by the
fowler, or with russet-pated choughs, rising and cawing at the
gun's report. And evening ushers in the midnight revels on
hill, in dale, forest or mead, by paved fountain or by rushy
brook, or in the beached margent of the sea, where ringlets are
danced in quaint mazes to the whistling of the wind. This is
the land of A Midsummer Night's Dream. But it is none the less
England because it is a land of enchantment, where all between
the cold moon and the earth is filled with fairy strains. Here
the ploughman, lost in sweat, the village maiden skimming
milk, and the busy housewife breathless at the churn, are
familiar with fairies as with each other. They need but look
around, or sit upon a promontory, to hear a mermaid on a
dolphin's back, uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath
that the rude seas grow civil at her song, and stars shoot
madly from their spheres to hear the sea-maids* music. Here
indeed is fairyland itself. Even in Sicily, Corin could not but
play all day on pipes of corn, and verse his love to amorous
Pkfllida. But in England, every wood is decked with the very
spring of romance, the irresistible source of love itself, die